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dompteur de syllables managed it. But stay, son trone est la tombe; that makes the verse, and the generalisation would be in the "line" of Hugo. Hugo — how impossible it is to speak of French literature without referring to him. Let these, however, be the concluding words: he thought that by saying everything, and saying everything twenty times over, he would for ever render impossible the advent of another great poet. But a work of art is valuable, and pleasurable in proportion to its rarity; one beautiful book of verses is better than twenty books of beautiful verses. This is an absolute and incontestable truth ; a child can burlesque this truth — one verse is better than the whole poem: a word is better than the line; a letter is better than the word; but the truth is not thereby affected. Hugo never had the good fortune to write a bad book, nor even a single bad line, so not having time to read all, the future will read none. What immortality would be gained by the destruction of one half of his magnificent works ; what oblivion is secured by the publication of these posthumous volumes.
To return to the Leconte de Lisle. See his "Disr cours de Reception." Is it possible to imagine anything more absurdly arid? Rhetoric of this sort, "des vers d'or sur une ecume d'airain" and such sententious platitudes (speaking of the realists), "Les epidemics de cette nature passent, et le genie demewre."
Theodore de Banville. At first I thought him cold, tinged with the rhetorical ice of the Leoonte de wan il^tN-iv*-! in nothing, all f had anticipated 1 found l«*tu", ii--t^ lato boredom. Leconti* dt* Lisle jtrttduci-M on IIP* f!.^ effect of a walk throu^l* tho ut*w Law C5iiiiii.'4% %vi?!*ong the quays and through every passage in Paris. The money spent was consider- of fit*' rStit*!* |t't»d:i; not tho infiiiii«iii?i nudity thiit HI*X ha« prr^rrvi-tl in this inndrrii world, but fliti eliuin pii||i4it mid**, •   ii If»vo of lift! niid bt^iiuty, tlitiut by a certain insistence
